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Cli.vri'CR KVIII. Continued.

it., tlx* charge, Herman made
| >wu room, and seated himself

ia a le»v cheering affectioni'nstatue. In five minutes he
tv tap ajt the door; and almost

pine to sa "Come in," in eame

>. winking, and Irving hard.
i. hi handsome, rosv face

ill over in :t sort of convulsion
! Aicty. Herman instantly snscoiinnf.and wished himself.

I, it there was no help for it;
.v seefited waiting to consider

, l .i. he lifted his pen from his
inioredlv, * Well, Hafe,

.t.i -peak tc» me'! "

.i .1- It' up. and bracing himself,
in i rro'i" effort,from head to foot,

> "I lid, sir. I wanted.1
!»r. Arden, ir, wouldn't you like

4

1 afford it. iny boy. I should very
h i : 1> sit

"

.. -i. ;r. I d cost you nothing.
I', ir. in the end. I'd he above

1 si. an to ask alms, it's only a

r:i.* i»i elegant hand, they sav

h hint .
' If you wanted a clerk

k< op one, if I did, my poor
l.e mv own clerk and secretary

e dav. 1 left home not a rich
I t back, after buying Miss
p alone. I shall be poor.-'

a couldn't you hire me out, sir?
A 1 h-re i ease, and work like a

and hring yon everv eent I earned,
v i ile ransom, over and

t i-k !">r enough of your cast-off
er me. an| bread and water to

i" Or. if Jou liked, I'd Ik* vour

t I on timo vim in,. I've
i :i hoof i ft. nor brushed any'\ ©v. i. ||«> continued, not

it with a liill«> irrepressible pride,
ther i upon him : " but I'd
v.4i espectt'uily and faith
iiunie I io make myself usc

iic way i <;>u!d, for my freedom;
I «i paid vnti bilck all your money, in

i' nip und istei est, too, if you thought
i -'ill hold ii ivself your debtor in

nr. life, I ev don't scarcely con.r. int l|er< . I only study, and
like ;>ii\ i*mIv else, and wait on

in\ bcnetio tor, and queenly little
.just a.-, th© > piires and pages used
us: and that - nothing.'' The boy

pi.-i.fd 111> some romantic notions

M novels in the library, and from his
iafc- some lit till' ISulitlHTll yenue.nipt.

for labor. Jt was natural,
It-riiijr lii- J' r« i - poets, unlucky.

,vi* hi »'H-v time of it litre, then,
! .t

"

if Kas all a man wanted in
thatr.while they choose to let

m

l.i. "i\ >1 \oa care so much to be free?"
e pricked him as he asked

1 it "coined to cut the hoy U

' !' Anicii! oh, sir. whv does any
\ hi

"

Whv dues anybody care to In
I a 1 it .ne teller, my reader; and t<

t i* I run a true one, I will tel
! about yourself. What so

,
.cr vnii arc, I know tha

t least wish in the course o

<)» ' " No matter what it is

tin r^ in the opinion of other pec
if not. I think that to lx

. is in vtuii opinion happiness
t t. and think von can never hi

: whatsoever it i-.a -oldiei
a captain, a famous artist,

al man. a gratified epicun
i nl niau. a travelled man,

ifn ir iiihther, sure of hai
i hi the circle round yoi

lif'. because at any rate, t

lo, mo fares and belovo
arried off too soon, than yc
i Now. ask yourself wh:

i . in your case, iiltd then se

ta aient or r>fainmft of it
d i>\ your Kricdoni or Sli

! it is a little thing, atler all, t

I i fulfilment of one's ehii
lil -t tis know -but those wh

.i t! it tin- strives were as saint!
i i. a.- saintly as we are, the

i it ai all.
1 * Kirm-d. perhaps as much to hie
t i-t<> leave the room, and, wit

i <|ri oping. laid his hand 011 tl
' <t.>. 1 it' ! liltiitcing black
ilenuui, before he turned it, 1

it. hi" 1 <><iks which told hiut th

I" i it no want of" compassi'
I 'i.- inquire, and, encouragt

-«-i himself to work to answer it

1 S'.nte of the simplest qu
dd are not among the easiest
i t'-'l an inquisitive five-ye
tam makes four?

' e 1 Jn't know, sir. I'm afraid
' * 4 your time than I ve any rij

iid'bi in to tell vou all the t

n 1 , xj»«-, t it's partly the feel
t'.v .},t waul, or a child scream, i

iiantrv, or the birds Hap th'

1, if you put "eni in a cape
ve .-mneii sail round the worl
lit-up, stilled, unnatural, rap

t r. Then, I hope 1 an't com

I t pretend I'm one of those v<

' at can do everything they pie
j i offhand, without trying;

r'' i.at.lly anything that's come in
i .1 d IV,. always found that Uy trj

,:'i tr e.d trying again, if necessa
' it. -r like any other' man ; and

! a mm, and my own man, and g(
1 1 e ildn't make my own way u

<i Ik- a great man. even, perl
; I 1, added, timidly, with am

giati!]jlr,-an. as if to see how fa
^ight vent..n ' like Benjamin Frankli
" v. V. . I or any of the poor boys
Jia''- t men by trying hard, and

their best. They didn't, half; of'em, I reckon,
have as good an education to&tart with, as the
Colonel's given me, God bless him! When
he's out, I just slip into th^ljibrary, and put
back the book I've nad, and take another. He
don't say anything about it, Keeause my hands
are as clean sis his, and he knows it. Then 1
sit up in a big pine in th^ wood, and read
about "em all, and Howard ir^nhe prison*, too,
and Washington, and Captain Cook, and feel
as if 1 had all sorts of lives Uwchoose bettveen,
and all sorts of countries ; £nd then, when it
gets dark, and 1 have to shut up the book and
come down, there's nothing ropnd butftl>P old
plantation, vear in and year but ; and Master
Temple will go to College, and Miss Ruee to
school at the North, and th«n to see foreign
parts; and here shall I be till I'm dead.nothingbut a slave, tied to one place, like a poor
stupid watch-dog to a kennel.*'
Of course, this was not hard; at all; for Rafe

did not pretend to deny that he.like any dog
who haoDened for the time rto have a kind
master.had plenty to eat, aid was not whipped.But Herman was very %goted and fiiiiatical,as we have seen all artmg; and so he
thought that it was.

*

" You must not imagine for'an instant,' said
he, " that I do not feel for you"; I see how hard
it must be." *

The boy clapped his han^s together, exclaiming,"Oh, l)r. Ardeu, i£you do, then 1
know you can't help taking^me along with
you. Won't you, sir?"

Pretty lady, now, as a fort one-teller, f will
tell you something more. L)n you happen to
remember how the young lovifr, who has been
your husband for more happy years than one
would readily believe, seeing y£>ur gentle beautystill so fair and fresh, looke$. when he asked
you for your hand ? Or do you recollect how
your son, the eminent lawyer, who is carrying
all liefore him now, in cour^ and Congress,
looked fewer years ago, whet-, he was coaxing
you to coax his father to let him go to college,
instead of sending him into a counting room?
1 have never looked upon tli face of either,
but yet 1 know.and 1 defy^fou to gainsay
me.that in your eyes at th«H time it was a

very handsome, or at least very interesting and
expressive face ; and yet I knqw this also, that
it was not much handsomer, nor at all more

expressive, than the face of po$y Rafe, whea he
thought he saw a dawning of tape for him.

" I wish, with all my heart,.' said Herman,
"that 1 could do it; hut seg how the case
stands. There are many thourands of our fidlowcountrymen in the same shuation as yourseltin some respects, and in aU* other respectsin a much worse situation. J wish, with all
my heart, that 1 could free t^eni all ; but i
have only a few thousands of dollars.-'

" The niggers! Oh, but si£ how different
that is 1 It's a shame to treat tpem ill, I know;
but what are they good for bu^slaves? What
could they do with liberty, iftbcyhfcd it?"'

" What they pleased," was tlie answer which
rose to Herman s lips; u pursue their own objectsin their own way, which is all that 1 or

yoa could do with it, how different soever our

objects may be.*" *

lie had 110 chance to say it, aowwer, for the
poor boy hurried on, flushed with a degree of
mortification and distress, whigh it was painful
to witness. u Surely, sir! oh, I hope, Dr. Arden,
you wouldn't call me a nigged! Why, I an't
colored hardly at all; and inailimy says, when
I was a baby, 1 was lighter t&vn Master Harjry." He held up one of his elegy smooth hands,
and stroked the blood down (jiit of it. "See,

1 sir, it's a little tanned, may be: {jut you wouldn't
know there was a single drojifof black blood
there, hardly; would vou, sir? Vnd liere, ifyou'd
please to excuse me." He turned up his'eoat
sleeve, and showed an arm, of whose whiteness

WBiriSSl JtSHMMWK
and the situation of a slave ! " And then, sir, 1
hoped I could convince you.but all the while,
perhaps, I've only been showing you how vain
and foolish I was, that I waft't as stupid as

those field-niggers are, such as >ou'vp been buying.Oh, Dr. Arden! surely, si .you see there's
.tome difference between them^ud me?"

" Indeed I do, Kafe ! Therk is the greatest
difference. You are not stupic. You are not

ignorant. lTnless your face and manners bely
you very much, you are not vicious. You can

forget the great hardship of yoqr lot for a time,
at least, in reading, and study ng, and preparingyourself for better days. Tell me, now.

* frankly, would you, for the sa^> of being freed
like them, change places in ot» er respects with
one of those degraded creatures?

" Well.why.well, no, sir; l^don't know as, 1
would do that.

"JJor would f, in your plaVc; because th<
} better part of freedom is yours already. Hold
1 fast by that, and the rest will come by and by

1 hope, if you are true to yourself.''
Kafe looked up, wistful ayd puzzled. "

wouldn't like to run away, if I had ever so goot
a chance; because I'm trusted, and everybody'!
good to me, that's worth minding, except some

»- times the Mistress and Maate^t Harry, when i

e come in their way, and they daren't meddle wit!
me when the Colonel's by. I wouldn't do any

' thing shabby."
^ " But couldn't you work an.J save here, an<

% buy yourself?" *

a "No, I couldn't, master, any way I see. Tin
Colonel's very generous to me ; he lets me hav<
all the clothes the yonng masters have dom

" with, and sometimes, at Christmas, he'll evei

let the tailor send me down s new suit witl
ir theirs; but he hardly ever gives me a cent ii
0 money, and i couldn't ask him i'or't. He'd thin!
1 I was ungrateful. He isn't a man to take lil

ertiee with, and hasn't ever saiy a sharp witrd t
1,1 nx* yet, and I don't mean e\*r to give him ofcnst
jt He chooses to have me about h$re alteays, whe
e he's at home, at his beck and ^all, and tells th
js tutor other times to see I ininct my bc>oks; anc

year after next, he means to aitkc me his stev
1 ard and engineer here, 1 believe. I don't se
° my way clear ever to get any \/ages."

"Then, Rafe, 1 must try to <jo something lb
io you, I see, though I can't.brieve me, I wis]
|v I could.do it at once. First yf all, 1 must cai

.T iy though the business I have ih'haud, and tak
care 01 some poor men anu women. » no ure no

I tear, half 90 well treated or 90 able to hel
le themselves as you are; but afterwards I will sc

1
the North, about advaiicuig tlii* money"Jor yoi

" and write to Colonel Roehemaurice about i
ir (Herman did so as soon as lhj could, but ws

lie not surprised to receive an answer, in a sort <

at kicking and butting hand, signed by Henry .

n
Roehemaurice, (Harry,) to the effect that''Col
nel Roehemaurice was not much in the hab
of selling his servants, but thvt when he ha

as any more to dispose of, he ly^uld inform tl
es- Anti-Slavery Society;" and *rhat became

to poor Rafe, Herman never heaUh] In the met

time, my dear boy, be true t$> yourself, yoi
neighbor, and your God, as beU you may : prn
toil, and trust; and here is a attic keepsake

I'd remind vou ofmy advice and n»." He took fro

pjjj his trunk a spare copy of the fiew Testamei
an incendiary document, wl |ch, as we ha

ea seen, he was somewhat addicj hi to circulatir
'ng adding, u Rafe, do you retro p>er Essex a

f it Queen Elizabeth's ring ? "

em- "Yes, sir." 4
" Very well. Let this be :*token souiewl

' °r like that between us, if you hnll." He wr

^ his address on the fly-leaf. i>Tow, if you
'ing into any bad trouble hereafti fthtit yon .cam

;eit- get yourself out of, send this stuck io me, w

>u'd 11 Iet^r between the leaves^ 11tog me wh

you are, and what the matte m; and, if I
aae' above-ground, and can help yfu, I mean to

hut to do it." With less hope ftan that, it wo

my have been hard to leave tk$ Ito°r boy; j

ing, Herman hoped that, to a pe^ivn (of Rate's t

rv J dently romantic turn of mi^, the associat
', of ideas would give the volutiC an extrinsic

portance and interest, which flight lead hin
' °®» discover its intrinsic value. v Rafe took it,
p in thanked him civilly, and, seeing that no rr

laps, was left for further solicitations, slowly and sj

ither ^"htcd the chamber.
r

Most of the Rochemaurices seemed sonhaveHerman leave them ; and Herman w<
n' or have been sorry to leave roost of the Ru
i that mauriccs, hut, there must always be a hut,
doing one thing. The grounds were a paradise,

0

"S

a 1

stable well stocked, the house well enough with- a

out, and very tasteful within; the host and «

hostess hospitable; Mr. Harry usually iuvisible; g
Temple clever, genial, and merry; little Hose g
picturesque and diverting; and even poor pale
Alice a curious and interesting enigma and
study in human nature. Truly there might
have been many places less pleasant to waste
one's time in than Roeheniaurice, tnit, that one
felt there continually a little like a receiver of
other people's goods.we do not say stolen.
but taken and not paid for. Herman could not
tell, for the life of him, to whom he chiefly owedhis good cheer and entertainment.to Colonel
Rocnemaurice at the foot of the festive dinnertable,or Mrs. Rochemauric* at the head, or
Bill behind his chair, or Phyll over the kitchen
fire, or Sambo, Sue, Dick, and Company, down
in the cotton fields. It win " all a muddle," t
which he cleared for himself as best he might, v
by paying fees quite as large as his fast-dwin- ..

dlingpursecould well spare, to the chambermaid,
and footman, and groom, and every servant;

1

who did anything for him ; and he felt as if a 0

burden was taken from his mind, as well as li
from his lady-love's, when the last of his new

purchases leapt from the shore on hoard the sboat, and he sat with only freemen about him,
enjoying the summer twilight as well as the
iuuai|iunrcs wwuiu ifi mm, anu listening to so "

much as he could understand of the gibberish f
of his charges, as they chattered together, like s
so many monkeys, in the jov of their hearts, ,(but with their guttural tones lowered, out of respect.'

" Ky ! dar de engine!" cried Lyd, catchinghold of Sally, with a giggle, half of satisfaction v
and half of fright, as the boat began to move ; ," What make it keep such whoof.whoof.
whootin ?"
"Laws, chile! dat ar's its breff. Don't 'ou '

breave hard when'on runs ? All critturs does." t
" Mam," said a bright-eyed urchin of five or 3

six, " Is 'ou free lady, now, like mistis? "

j." Yes, chile."
" Why aint 'ou face white, den ? "

" llress de chile, dunno! Spec it's 'cause de '
color won't come out. Wish 'twas like mistis' ^
inournin muslin dat washed out. Wash it 0
every day, den ; would so ! Yah, yah !"

" 1 know how de color got on," said the wag;" 1 h'arn de parson tell."
" How dat, den, anyhow ? "

" When Adam fall, he upsot de blackin' bot- f
tie. Little Cain, a rollin on de floor, sphash him sall over. He so mad, he jump right up an' kill
Abel. Den he sold, an sent right off to de
nigger country. All de niggers Cain's chilen, v

an so dey has to mind (de sugar) cane." (
" You shut up, Scip I Dat ar ain't pious." c
" No," thought Herman, "it certainly is not;but is it any more impious, or even absurd, ,

than some of the other so-called Hiblical argumentsby which more learned men than Scip c
uiTdertake to defend Negro Slavery? How can 1:
they imagine that a negro, who has any mother (
wit at all, will not see through such stuff, and

(turn it into a jest, or worse? How is it possibleto preach lies in the name of religion, !l

without making skeptics and scoffers?"
" Ise bound to get religion ndw, anyhow," i

continued the last speaker; "'cause now 1 dun ^fonn out dar's a (»od A'mighty."" Lawsy land, Tilly! how stupid 'ou is !
.

I>idn' 'ou allers know as much as dat ar?" 1
" No, I didn*. 'l'ears like 1 eouldn' b'lieve a t

wnrtl All 1* Rut oKnm*Hovoiv nirrlif I;

conic to Rochemauriee, I'se kep' a savin', 'God
A'mighty, if dar is a God A'mighty, do. do
somethin noder for my ehilens.' I gib Him 11

His choice. I says: ; l\e' me take car on Vm t
inesef, as I used to nios times at de ole place, n
or find 'em good mistises as 11 l'aru 'em, as my |ole mistis Aspen'all done l'arned me, or if 'ou'd
lievser put 'em right to sleep once for all under *

vlftf Yl'WUj 1

like she done had, 'pears like I'd mos as lievs;' s

an at last it done git to a sort ob a tune in my [
head, an I'd chop to it all days long wid my j
hoe, ' If dar.is a.God A'.mighty.do, do.
somethin.for my.ehilens I' T'ought He didn' '

li ar den. but specs now he did, anyhow." i
So there they sat and talked together, after 1

their uncouth fashion, while the boat ran down
the stream.
The boat stopped to take in wood at the next

landing, giving Herman time to run up towards
the house of Mr. Clement, Colonel Rochemau-
rice's next neighbor. As he approached, he
heard music and merry voices, and saw lan-
terns, rendered almost superfluous by the light
of the broad moon, gleaming among the pines.
A black lady and gentleman, dressed in the
height of the (negro) ion, encountered him in
a sentimental promenade ; and from them he

. he heard that Mr. Clement was not within
I doors, "but on a wide lawn, to which they led
,

the way.
This was. for the time being, a ball room. It

[ was encircled by the illuminated pine trees,
1 which he had before noticed. On one side was

* a table, decked with flowers, and apparently
well furnished with refreshments: on the other.

[ a band of fiddlers and banjo-plavers. The com-

\ pany were, at the moment, executing a reel
. with much spirit. They were all black, or yellow,bedecked, not to say bedizened, in a high
1 degree.

A little aloof from them, at the end which
» answered to the head of the dancing hall, under

a cluster of lanterns tied together to represent
e a chandelier, and held out on high over them
n bv the projecting arm of a grand tree behind
h them, stood a well-bred-looking group, consist-
n ing of the proprietor of the place and people,
k with a few friends, and his wife and daughters

in their pretty simple muslin dresses, standing
o around him, looking on, and laughing as gaily

and good-humoredly, if not as loudly, as any of
n the chief performers. It was altogether a pretty
e and picturesque scene; one of those which
1, would, if anything could, give a grace to the
f- institution of Slavery; one of those spectacles
e of benevolence, gratitude, and mutual good will,

between owner and chattel, which, if excep,rtions could prove a rule, might prove that the
Ij institution of Slavery was no evil,
r Herman was most courteously and cordially
e welcomed, upon the strength of Colonel Rocher,maurice's rather guarded and diplomatic letter
p of introduction, pressed to stay and see the

ffnlir thrnmrh. niwl vcrv sorrv that lie could nC'G

t. speeding the parting, rather than in welcoming
us t|ie coming zuest; though he told Herman,
jf laughingly, Hat he had come at the wrong
J. time, and that he did not believe it would be
o- in the powei of Wilbertbrce and Clarkson
it themselves, with a select poxxe of Wendell
td Phillips, (iarrisoii, A Company, to get the
ie "'boys and girls away from their persecutors,
of while there was still any cajie 011 hand, or earnperi lit on foot."' Stepping forward, he made a
nr sign ti the musicians. The music stopped,
,v, and sordid the dancers, with very long tares,
to Mr. Olment, in a loud voice, called out the
111 names ca those of them whom Herman wished
it, to see. they came up timidly, and, as it seem-
ve od, unwi ingly. The Clements and their party
ig. delieatch withdrew to a little distance. The
nd music str.\k up again, the dance recommenced,and all wqt on as before.

!t provd as Mr. Clement had said. Hermtman's offe was heard by the negroes civilly,Ote but coolly; his statement, that they might acceptit or n.t, as they liked, only, with relief and
gratitude, 'hey knew nothing'about the North,nh except somt dismal stories that they had heard

en* about the old and the Abolitionists. They
am y ere happy. They were gay. They were
try l asted and .mused. They " Tubbed niarss an
tdd fnistis. Clenent Grange seemed an Klysiuwind Jo 1 ht/ni? espe jallv after the deserted home of

«"*- .\spenwalB. 1 ho present was too pleasantion for these grovn-op children to forsake. \\ hat
"n-Udid they ear. about the future? Herman
I J thought it his duty to set it before them, and
md I represented t( them, gently, tJiat though their
'".UJ j,rf"sfli}t amstei was evidently very kind to them,
i

I Lie 1Qlrht at my time die, and they fall into
J hands very different from his ; but they "reckynod lu- lib. h< not ole.he helfy enough, is so.

ul. sliPH auav again to their partners, one
hf a||°r another, as Vast as they could get a chance,fr a 1 hut .Nance's sweetheart; and even he cast

J luore than one longing, lingering look behind,

II -»

s hi' manfully turned his back upon the
rhirling couples, and used his handkerchief a
ood deal as he bade his masters and mistresses
(tod-bye,
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JASPER: A ROMANCE.
BY EDWARD 8PEXCKR.

XII.
How Jasper Washed the Gold.

trilAJTKH TWRl.FrH CONTIMI'KK ]
u Never did I experience such a sinking of

he heart, nor ever felt myself so ready to give
cay to despair. There seemed no chance, no

irospect, no hope of being saved. Before I
ould think, almost, a deathly sickness came

ver me, and I fainted. How long the swoon

listed I cannot spy, except that when 1 revived
,nd looked around me, it was night, and the
tars were shining brightly, while the moon's
ellow orb Was j ust rising above the dimmed hori
,011. Rising painfully and with difficulty to my
eet, I found that the wound was very stiff and
ore. but the hemorrhage had evidently ceased,
is the blood had got dry upon my shirt. But
his was a verv small consolation. What to
10 ? I knew not. I was, in fact, entirely bewildered,half crazed. The wound had given
ne a terrible fever, and I was parched with a

aging thirst, that caused more acute agony
han even that which I had experienced in my
nemorable open-boat voyage. Then, it was

imply a long-continued want of water, but now,
t was the fierce intensity of positive thirst, that
ras as unreasoning as it was urgent. I was

rantic, mad, delirious, with the increasing fever.
Vater, water, water, was my only thought, my
inly cry. I did not think of the stream which
ras hurling itself down the mountain side,
carcely a mile off. I was too crazy to reflect.
There, above me, were the glaciers, the ieeields.where I could roll myself on the cooling,
oothing mass, crunch the delicious snow into

ny mouth by handfuls, and put thp scorching
round under its gentle ansesthetic influence.
>tf I hurried at once, leaving the path, and
limbing directly up the mountain, with all the
peed I could. What followed I only remem»eras one remembers a dream, out of whose
onfused mazes he is suddenly awakened. I
lave an indistinct recollection oftow I plunged
>n, leaping from rock to rock, regardless of

very obstacle, in mad fury, my brain feeling
is if it were of molten lead, and mv veins throb>ingas if every pulse were an individual heart
11 desperatest palpitation; of how I fell, and
et would rise and go on, pulling myself upward
iver the rough surface by my torn and bleed
ng hands; of flinging away recklessly everything
hat encumbered me.coat, blanket, rifle, revolers; thinking only of the snow, the white gliteringsnow, the cool refreshing snow, the snow

ibove there, that was to save me, or that 1 was

0 die upon ; of thinking in my mad mood what
1 tine death that would be, upon the white
>osom ot the eternal glacier, the wini winds

banting my requiem, the snows my grand
mmaeulate winding-sheet, and i embalmed foipiees

of the Egyptians could accomplish for the

tings in Karnac. 1 have a vague, dim rememiranceof how at last 1 reached the glacier's
dge, and lltitig myself upon it, as the returnngprodigal tlings himself upon his mother's
Kisoni ; (ah, will 1 ever go back thus!) of lappingthe snow, and rolling in it, as one would
in a luxurious bath, after a day of toil in summer

; of being benumbed, and feeling a strange
lull dread shivering in my bones ; of rising,
and trying to walk away, having still consciousnessenough to know that it would be death to

stay there; of my feet slipping on the smooth inclined.surface ; of something, as it were yielding.
and giving way beneath me; and then-succeedsa vaguest sense of falling, or being liftel,

1 knew not which, far, far through the cutting
air, with a roaring, rushing sound in my ears;

falling down, down, down, for centuries, while
all was dark and drear around me then a

crash, a brief, sharp pressing of my life out, as

if a mountain had fallen upon me, and after
that a long, long blank.

li Out of this unconsciousness I was rousel
by a rough shake, that sent a sharp aching
through all my sore bones. It was daylight,
and 1 found myself in a place that was entirely
strange and novel to my eyes. It was a little
valley, apparently, very green and quiet ; above
me rose the mountain side almost perpendicularly.with the white glaciers near the top; I lay
upon a soft turf, green, and besprinkled every
where with a little blue flower; and the gurgle
of a brook, near bv, came soothingly to my ears.

As 1 laid, 1 could see the whole of the lovely
little valley, scarce half a mile wide, and not

more than five miles in length ; shut in by the
mountains on every side, and, far above, the
calm blue sky, over which sailed fast one little
(leecy cloud, as I had seen the white-wingeij
albatross soar over at the Cape. 1 remembel
that vision of a valley with infinite distinctness,
and recall how pleasantly I reflected 011 its

beauty, thinking to myself that Prince Basselaa
had grown up to manhood and melancholy in

jtihi such a lovely land locked place, from which
I wondered how it was possible for him to long
to escape. The trees grouped themselves as if

they had wished to tickle some artist's fine
fancy ; the green meads sloped away from the
brook with a gentle roll and rise ; a few cattle
and goats were quietly browsing here and there,
and 1 thought 1 could detect, through the trees

at the farther end of the valley, the blue smoke
that gave token of man's propinquity. I closed
my eyes again, pondering upon what a pleasant
dream it was, and how 1 would like to live in
such a dream, with Ruth for my dream-wife,
and dream-ehildren of mine to tumble sportinglyover the soft grass, and make themselves
wreaths of these sweet blue flowers, when 1
heard a step by my side, and, looking up, saw

John, the Indian whose life 1 had saved from
the impetuous clutches of Judge Lynch. He
hold a gourd of Water to my lips, of which I
drank heartily, and then looked at him. He
sailed, and laid his hand on his breast, as if
to express his joy at seeing me alive.

u ; Me t'ink you dead as devil, fall so high,"
said he, pointing up to the mountain side.

" 1 looked up with a shudder towards the
white elacier that seemed so far awav. ; Did
I tall from there ? '

" 4 Yes, and no hones hreaVed. 'Cause good
to poor Injun, Great Spirit good to you. same

way.'
" Here was a rational assigning of cause and

effect, that might well make the skeptical nearsightednessof our civilized philosophy pause
and reflect. But I was too weak and bewilderedto revolve tnetaphysic and doctrine then.

" What place is this, John? '

u . gad Injun home. Ileal devil, ibem. Mus*

go 'way now. He try kill you.oilers come
too, so.kill one, two, you, mo.'

" ' Ah, the Indian that shot me lives there,
does he?' said I, nodding towards the distant
smoke.

" ' 8quaw livedere. Him nowhere live, now.
He tdioot you. John shoot him. So. He no
kill, 'cause Great Spirit blind him, much. John
see Very straight.'
"As he said this, he took a fresh scalp from

his belt, and dangled it before my eyes. The
blood was scarcely dry upon it.

" ' Oh, John,' said I, turning away from the
sickening sight, 1 that was very wrong and I
trembled, as I thought that here was another
life that had been forced to succumb before the
dark destiny that seemed to render my cootin-
ned existence imperative.

" * No. You good to John. John see him
shoot. What for him shoot you? So John
kill he, and take he scalp. Then, come save
'jou, all de same as ever. If not kill he, not*
save you, nohow. Come. Mus' go. Plbnty
Injun here, very bad. Not like John. Tink
white man devil. Kill him sartain. when ketch
him here. Come. John take you safe.'

' He motioned me to rise, at the* same time
offering me his rifle by way of support. I
managed to get on my feet, but the pain was
so great that 1 fainted. I recovered almost immediately,however, but was too feeble, stiff,
and crippled, to be able to walk. 1 told John
this, and advised him to leave me, and save

himself, if there was any danger. He laughed.
Spose I,tell you dat, when de rope round

my neck, you run away, den ? 1 reckon you
stay more'n ever, den. So, I stay inore'n ever,
now.'

" He then told me that he would carry me
out of the valley by a way known only to himselfand the two families that dwelt there, at
the same time picking me up bodily and bearingme towards the source of the brook. I
noticed that, soon after leaving the spring, the
stream branched, one of its arms coursingalong through the valley, and the other seeminglygoing back to the base of the cliff from
which it originally flowed. The intense painthat every motion caused me distracted my attentiona great deal from what 1 saw: but
John put me down again when we got to the
spring, and glanced around, apparently to see
if we were observed. J ust as he was about to
take me up again, I saw some shining specksin the sand over which the stream flowed, and
punched at them with his ritle. As 1 had
imagined, they were gold, and in large quantitiestoo: for the rifle barrel removed some of
the black sand, and showed me a plain stripeof tw.e beautiful metal, like a piece of tape, run
ning through the rock that formed the bed of
the stream. 1 wanted to get at it immediate-
ly; but it was impossible for me to stoop, so
stitF and sore was 1, and John absolutely refusedto touch it, saying with expressive panto-
mime, that nobody dared to take that gold, as
it was the property of the evil spirits, and was

guarded by a legion of devils, lie was entirely
impregnable to persuasion, and, despite my en|treaties, picked me up, and bore me on towards
the place where the right-hand branch of the
stream disappeared into the cliff.
As we approached this, i was struck with

wonder at the prodigious wealth displayed everywherearound me. The base of the rock was
streaked throughout with veins of gold, and the
b'aok sand fairly sparkled with 'dust.' Within
ftyrtit»n n~vn'i» wtrrr; ntiq rnn, Wm<*n *

I had come so far and risked so much to win,
was beyond my power of grasping. The Stream
descended into a sort of cavern, perhaps ten
feet square, inclining downwards at an antrle
of nearly thirty degrees, and walled on both
sides, as far as I conld see, with the same rich
gold-bearing quartz. Into this cavern John
descended, with nie on his shoulders, carefully
and noiselessly stepping from one slippery
ledge to another, until we were completely in
the dark. We had gone down into the cavern,
with the stream, as near as I could judge, about
an hundred yards, when John suddenly stopped,
seemed to listen for a moment, and then, makinga quick but noiseless step to one side,
clapped his hand over my month, and forced
me to lie down with him in the stream, which
was here about knee-deep, and very rapid. I
was much alarmed, thinking he wished to
drown me, and was preparing to resist, as much
as I could, in my helpless condition, when 1
heard a noise in advance, the sound of voices.
1 paused, and listened, breathless, hearing the
harsh guttural of Indians, talking in low tones,
but tones that were reverberated from the hollowsides of the cavern, till they sounded fearfullydistinct. 1 found also that they were approaching.Slowly they came nearer, while
John held me tighter, almost convulsively. 1
heard the slipping of their feet over the; oozy
rocks, the echo of their tread on the flat ledges,
and their muttered ' ughs!' as they stumbled
in their .course. Never have I suffered such
terrible Suspense as I then experienced. At
last they were right upon us; 1 could hear
their heavy breathing, as it they carried somethingweighty, and could almost feel the brush
of their clothes agaainsf me, as I counted them
going slowly by, iti single file, six Indians, one
after another. I cannot describe mv sensations
then. A loud breath front us, a slip by one of
them, and all was over with us. At last they were

all by, and I could hear the retreating sound of
their footsteps up the cavern's steep ascent.
The sense of being once more in comparative
safety, the chill of the water, the damp and
darkness of the cavern, and the pain of my
wound, together, overcame me, and 1 fainted
again.

" When I came to myself, I was lying in the
.!_ l 1* ~l. 1 V

8UIIsnmiir uh a nruau rui*i\t aim nuuvt' nit*

stretched the bleak rocky hill which 1 bad madly
traversed the night before, with the glacier's
beyond; while by my side was a well-trodden
path, and at my feet a stream babbled up, like

la large spring, from beneath the rock 1 lay on.

,'1 was wet to the skin, and so was Indian John,
who was bending over me, chafing my temples,
and examining my bruises and wounds.

' How did I get here, John ?' I asked,
li He pointed to the spring at my feet,
" ' Is that where the river has its source '!
" ' Yes : and yon come out dere, ami me too,

like muskrat out he hole. Hat's de way Injuns
hides heselves.'

" I was too weak and confused to wonder
much, or, indeed, to think at all; and, besides,
John was exceedingly anxious to get away
from a locality so evidently dangerous ; as he
said :

' 'You all right now. flo home me. Squaw
gib sonioting. You be well next day. Go1
white man's. Come wid me."

I '* So saying, he took me again upon his back,
and trotted on for a mile or two, until he got
into the pines again, when he turned into a se-

cure thicket, and sat me down on a fallen tree,
saying he was very tired, a fact of which his
face was sufficient proof. He told me, while
we rested here, that he had seen me going to-

wards the mountains, and had followed me, fear-!
ing that I would be lost; that he had seen my
mnle stolen, and had stolen it back for me;
that he had seen an Indian follow me, and had
put off attacking him, in order to find out
whether he had companions near ; that, after
killing and scalping my assailant, he had trackedme by my blood, and my torn clothes, and
the things thrown away in my hurried flight
towards the glacier; had looked down, and be-
held me lying in the valley below ; had gone
down and round by the cavern, in order to asr

certain if I was killed, and to bury mo ; and
had found that the way in which 1 had fallen.
rolling down, and stopped here and there by
trees &c., had saved me from much injury.
Then, having rested, he proceeded to dress my
wound, and put cataplasms of chewed balsamic
leaves upon my many bruises. This done, he
rose brisklv, and propoBed we should seek his
home. "

'

u Partly limping, and partly supported byJohn, 1 made mv way, after a weary tramp, to
lus cabin. It was a rude den among the rocks,scarcely containing aught save a little maize,
a quantity of smoked and fresh meat, and a
few warlike implements, but uever was man
more kindly entreated than J was bv John and
lids wrinkled, blear-eyed squaw. They nursed
me some days, before I was able to get about.
During this time, 1 made many inquiries as to
the mysterious valley and its auriferous wealth,but learned little that tended to satisfy my curiosity.John told me that the Indians of the
valley were the last of a great tribe, formerlyinhabiting the caftons and the whole placer
country, and that they entertained an inveterate
hatred to the whites, because (if I understood
hi in rightly) they had been treated with horri-
hie cruelty by the Spaniards and the Jesuits
of the California missions, having refused to
give up their old superstitions, and adopt the
new faith, as most of the other tribes had been
persuaded or forced to do. It is my opinion
that they constitute a branch of the great Na-
vajo family, who once ruled from the head
waters of the Colorado, west to the coast raoun-
tains, and south to Chihuahua. They had
long inhabited this valley, he said, and had
committed many outrages upon the whites.
Many Indians of other tribes were well ae-
quainted with the means of access to their fastnesses,but, being allowed to use them as places
<>! retuge 111 case of pursuit by white men, alwayskept the secret. Several Americans had
penetrated into their region by the lower route,
but I was the only one who had ever escapedalive.

" This was the sum of what 1 could learn.
Whether he knew more, and did not wish to
tell, 1 am unable to say. The gold was a matterrespecting which he would not converse,
further than that it was the property of devils.
He said enough, however, to make me sure
that the Indians do not dig it, being preventedbv some superstitious belief or other.
"As soon as I was well enough, John nut me

on my mule, and, taking hold of the bridle, led
me, by a much shorter path than that which I
had followed, to the diggings and to my friends.
Thus returned the adventurer, who had goneforth like a Jason seeking the golden fleece ; or
a Viking, starting out in search of the mythic
Asgard, where Odin slumbers, and the horse
Sleepnir chafes impatiently in his marble stalls ;
or a Knight of the 4 round table ' of the ' bon
rvy Arthus,' caparisoned for the determined
quest of miraculous ' San Greal ;' or foolish
old Ponce da Leon, putting himself en route forFloridian fountains of eternal youth. 4 Oh,
what a falling off was here, my countrymen,*Ac. So, so, so. It is not pleasant to think
about.

4' Well! hen? I am, friends all around me,
and devoted servitors, and I still a do-nothing.So far as I am concerned, the Golden Mountains
are eternally vanished, and. though I still dream
of the happy valley, with its inexhaustible
wealth and its lovely landscape, that haunts me
like an Idyl of Areadv, full of all pleasures and
all delights, I shall not try to go back thither,
for with the lovely vision are blended horrible
recollections of the curst mountain-side, and its
ghastly bleached skeleton of one probably as
venturesome as 1 ; of that terrible midnight
madness and delirium, when 1 tore my insane
course towards the glaciers, my lips now babblingidiotic words, now opening for the utteranceof impious oath, reckless revelrr. and ob-
scene jest; of the dread chill glacier, which I
had embraced as if it had possessed the sug-
gestive warmth, the dainty, soft, inspiriting
charm of a Cleopatra's dusk breast ; of that
Niagara-like down-plunge, when the stunned
consciousness of millions of mortals dumblv
strove tor eternal aeons in my brain ; of the moment'sfearful icqh in ftfaftt dark. ilami>. jLcttKXSeveral, to whom 1 have related ine adventure,
have gone out in the hope of penetrating to the
valley, and reaping its rewards ; J>ut, for myself,the make-haste fever is completely scared
off, and I shall remain where I am, content, in
a week or two, when these stiff and bruised
limbs shall have a little recovered, to go to work
again, with pick, spade, and 1 cradle,' as better
men than 1 am have done and are doing
around me. There is a pretty good store of
gold here already in our tent, and 11. 13. tells
me, that the deeper they dig, the greater becomesthe yield. It is already a thousand dollarsper week, over and above expenses; and
when I join them, 13. 13. says, and uo the think-
ing for them, he expects to double that amount

easily. Well, this is promising, and decidedly
better than being shot in the shoulder, and rollingdown the sides of precipices, though happyand auriferous valleys do lie beneath to break
the fall. I will not leave here, I, until 1 have
made my share of the proceeds amount to
$20,000. Then, indeed, away, and to work, to
work, to work!
"Abdullah is very jealous of John, saying

that nobody had any business to save my life
excepting himself, and he drew his knife on the
Indian yesterday, when the latter came in with
a fine buck, shot with the rifle I gave him. 1
expect I shall have to get myself into some
other peril, just to give the Malay a chance to

help me out. Still, it is most pleasant to have
the faithful attendance of people who are bound
to you by the sacred ties of gratitude, who serve

you with intelligence, quickened bv love, with
pleasure inspired by willingness, and with faith
born' of their confidence in your abilities and
power! *'

l.ater, we find the following entry in Jasper's
journal:

" Most of those who went in search of my
valley have returned, unsuccessful. Some upbraidme, some laugh at me, and all unite in
considering the whole matter either a dreatn,
or a fiction of my fancy. My wound had made
me delirious, they say. As for John, he maintainsthe same view, claiming to have found me
insensible among the rocks. lit bietiPer-
haps it is best so. One thing seems certain.
viz: that all the landmarks 1 noticed on the
way have been obliterated, or in some way
changed, so as to be rendered undistinguishable.Now, a question comes up here: If the
Indians can change the face of the country so

as to prevent one from revisiting them, nmy
they not likewise be able to destroy every entranceto the valley? Will men ever penetrate
into it, or is it to remain a inyth forever? The
accounts that reached Europe of that great
city of Manoa, or El Dorado, in (iuiana, were far
more authentic and creditable than any we

have had, up to the last century, of Pekin and
the " Flowery Kingdom.'' It had been seen,
its site among the mountains, in the midst of a
fair lake, the glittering whiteness of its walls
and spires, its highways,'as much beaten, it
is reported, as those between Madrid and Yalladolid,in Spain;'all these things were noticed
and enlarged upon. Uut where is Manoa?
Ralegh, the noble, ehivalric, high-souled Ralegh,
lost his lifp because he was unable to answer
that question ; and the question still remains
unanswered, though Spaniard, and Portuguese,
and Englishman, Hidalgo, and Bueeaneer, have
often essayed its solution. Science may find
'Jasper's valley, (as they style it) some day,
however, and reap the fruits of the discovery.
Whoever shall penetrate to it, will find the
bones of those luckless unfeturned adventurers
bleaching in the valley, or on the hill side, as
I found those of the unfortunate Spanish deserter,who was perhaps the first discoverer of
our El Dorado, and, like all presumptuous ones,
received his reward.the reward of the innovator,since the days when Prometheus shivered
in dumb agony on Caucasus."

[to bf. coxtinukd.j

A singular and malignant disease has ap-
peared in Providence, and some cases have
proved fatal. The Providence Pout says of it:
" It commences as a little dark red spot, on the
face or hands, with perhaps a stinging or prickingpain, on which spot there soon appears a

pustule or vesicle, seated on a hard inllamed
base, in which is formed a slough of charcoal
blackness, where mortification commences. The
cases are attracting the earnest attention of the
physicians. The only effectunl mode of treatmentis said to be, to burn the pimple out in
its early stages, with a hot iron or with caustic."

.........
For ilifi National Frn.
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Authorship .its Trials and Triumphs.
BY UAIl. HAMILTON.

Girls generally have more or less taste for
writing. 11' we could believe critics on the subject,they take to poetry as naturally as ducks
to water ; but we do not believe critics, because
they write from theory, not front observation,
and know little about the inner life of girls,
actual, every-day girlhood. Of all those who
are unfitted by their organization for a life of
inactivity, by their moral sense for frivolity,
by their position, possessions, or taste, for
manual labor, by lar the larger part will turn
to the school-room rather than to the pen. Still
there are. 111 the aggregate, many who oast
wistful and furtive glances towards authorship.
It is to them a

" Hhadowy isle of Kden, lyin» in dark purplr «plietesof
S*a».

a Land of Promise, wreatfied in golden mist,
indistinctly limned, hut wondrous fair. To the
high-spirited and linely-strung, it proffers mentalwork and pleasurable excitement behind
an impenetrable veil. To the poor and struggling,it is a mystic Aladdin's lamp, flashing
before their dazzled eyes the gleam of gold,
paving their way to happiness with pearls and
diamonds.

Undoubtedly these castles in the air are not
" the baseless fabric of a vision," but, like our

thrilling novels, are founded 011 fact, perhaps
on just about as large a proportion of fact.
There is a charm about writing. I can conceiveof a few things more delightful than to
see one's self right-angled off in oblong form,
on fine white paper, with broad margins, clear
type, Russian calf, and Illustrations by Parley.
1 should be a little ashamed to have it known,
hut I don't mind telling you in confidence, that
one of the happiest days of my life will be that
which sees me writing 011 the fly-leaf of such a

volume,
John Smith, Esq.,

With the Respect* of
Tiik Ai thop..

Still,as that is a consummation which seems to
run 110 imminent risk of being consummated, we

will take heart of grace, and see whether the
grapes that lie beyond our roach may not be,
after all, a little sour. Even to be printed, is
not unmixed happiness. The Evil One. who,
by common testimony, makes printing-offices
his peculiar haunt, probably because they are

the strongest foes to his continued reign, takes
a malicious and impish delight in ruining yout
finest figures, marring your smoothest lines, and
torturing your soundest sense. Your " courteous
knights'' are transformed into " courtiers," yoiu" radiant suns

" elongate themselves into arms,'
your" rapid thought" becomes "vapid "all too
soon, your " mental riches," instead of taking
to themselves wings, as they are proverbiallyhound to do, melt off the leariun pinions youhave given them, and subside into "inches;"
and your own sunny temper, catching the infection,waxes wrathful and explosive.

If your cistern is over-full, a newspaper is a
very convenient faucet.if vou can unscrew it,
multitudinous pipes directed to their aancTttTTls,
and the " weak, washv, everlasting flood," with
which they are inundated ; but I would not
hold back on that account. What is the use
of having newspapers, pray, if you cannot write
for them? Do dry-goods clerks complain becausetheir counters are continually strewed
with silks and muslins.because they are constantlyobliged to arrange, and derange, and rearrange? Why, it is their business. It is a

sign of prosperity. A shop whose shelves were

always ui order would he apt to close business
in a month ; and a newspaper, which is not
sufliciently alive and active to draw into its
vortex a host of spirits from the vasty deep
around it, will soon stagnate into decay and
death. Besides, how small a portion of the
whole suffering is borne by the editor. It is
absolutely appalling to think of the hopes and
fears, the aspirations and dreams, the anxieties,
tears, and heart-throbs, the watching, waiting,
and disappointment, shut up in the "dark
drawers" of editorial tallies.those terrible
Black Holes of literature.-those undiscovered
bourns whence no article returns those
"graves without a monument." And the worst
of it is, that in the great majority of cases the
execution is merited. 1 suppose it does sometimeshappen that wheat and chaff are alike
condemned. In fact, I know it does. If you
should be impertinent, and ask me how I know,
I should follow the example of the smiling and
dapper Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, the
self-elected hut popularly-sustained monarch of
our Intensified Democracy, and simply say,
" Nullum tui net/ofii.'1 Still, as J was remarking,
if your poem is not printed, there is a presumption,at least, that it was not worth printing.

If you are a little inclined to egotism, and
tolerably imaginative, you can trick yourself
out in all sorts «f Protean shapes: serve yourselt
up in aH many different disguises as a French
cook does a ragout; and, at the same time, preservethe most rigid reticence; because no one
knows how much is memory and how much
is imagination. Or if you have acquired tinhabitof entertaining views of things, it gives
you an excellent opportunity to exhibit then;
and of the many comfortable things in the
world, one of the most comfortable is to give
your views. It is so agreeable to say things,
when you have things to -ay. Your opinions
may not be very striking, or original, or import
ant; still, it is a relief to ex press them. No matterif they have been said titty times before; you
never said them. They must go through the crucibleof your brain before they <jan be eiHcient in
preventing a congestion from plethora of ideas.
The stream may have meandered down th>>
mountains of life u thousand years, and heaped
together priceless diamonds and ingots of gold,
and yet fajl in that fertilizing power more valuablethan all, till it sweeps along the rich alluvialdeposes that lie in the green meadows
of your own soul. It does not satisfy your cravingfor the "delicacies of the season," to know
that salmon and peas have been eaten since the
World liegan.

In so far as literature seems to you a royal
road to fame and fortuno, let ine entreat you
not to be deceived. Ifyou have been put through
Watts's "Sixteen Rules for Gaining Knowledge
and Mental Improvement" as thoroughly as I,
I shall not need to say, " be not so weak as to imaginethat a life of learning is a life of laziness
and ease." Rut, besides good I>r. Watts'* exhortations,the testimony of the great ma.-s ot
writers proclaims,

" Hard ihe labor, finall the gain,
Is in inak ns bread from boon "

I have seen, in several modern American novels,certain counter statement.-'. Brilliant but
obscure young women are represented as havingsurreptitiously sprung a book upon an unsuspectingpublic, and being summarily overwhelmedwith " money, and fame, and troops
of" distinguished friends and patrons. I knowthatcharming Fanny Burney did really smuggleherjKveline into the world without even the
complicity of " Daddy Crisp and that there
presently fell upon her listening, straining, hut
scarcely expectant ear, a rustling among the
mulberry trees ; coaches blocked up the way to
the circulating libraries ; Burke sat up all night
to watch tlje adventures of a young lady upon
her first entrance into the world ; fops levelled
their glasses; women of fashion patronized the
shrinking authoress, and the brutal, benevolent
4< Great Cham" coiled his huge arm thrice about
her slender waist, and bound her to him forever.Nor have I anv doubt, that, notwithstandingCampbell's savage toast publishers

are often honest, upright, excellent n^pn, manv
of whom would gladly biltd up the wounds an l
bruises which their own hands have been forced
to intlict. There are individuals among them!three, at least, I know.jwlto arc perfect pinks
of disinterested kindnesp, lull of good works
and alms deeds. Still, I think 1 do not err in
atlirming that, as a class, they are not largely
addicted to sending huge rolls of sj>ontaneou.s
banks bills to anonymous correspondents. When
you hear of men's receiving twenty, forty, or a

hundred dollars a page, and twenty and forty
thousand for a volume of history, or romance,
or science, don't think of the forty dollars aim!ply, but of the forty years of daily and nightly
toil, research, study, thought, contrivance, ox!periment,disappointment,discouragement, vexation,and heartache, that have pruceded then:.

" The crowd, tliey only sec Uie crown.
They only he ir the liyir ii.

They nark not that the cheek is pale.
And that the eye dim "

Do you prize the crown so highly, that youwill bear the cross? To be puritied by the
poet's tire, will you endure the anguish of the
burning? J to you worship the goddess with .so
true a luitb, that you will offer up yourself ut
her sbritte'/
There are obstacles without as well as within,

A certain prejudice against l'cntale writers "still
live . Jt is line, vtubtie, tnipalpable, but real.
It is like the greut oceuli of air that wraps us
round. A little of it cannot be seen; it is onlv
in mass that it become* visible, it is like ji
far-off jjAr; look straight at it, and it is not
there ; look askance, and it twinkles and winks
at you again. It is like the Indian in warfare ;
it never meets you face to face, and takes fair
aim, but, darting behind shelter, sends a sho*
obliquely. It is also like the Devil; resist it.
and it will flee from you. It is indeed vanish
ino everv dnv: and us W'.im-m rrmvitatoo U-,-
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prupcr place, and the elements cease to be agitated,it will entirely disappear. Like other
fashions founded on whiln,caprice, or injustice,and not on the eternal fitness of things, it will
go from master to man, from man to scullion,from scullion to the dogs. It has already begunits downward progress. Large-heartea and*i
large-brained men, the monarchs of thought,have tlung it clean off. (The ranks below them,
men of small capacities but unbounded am
bition, who see in women their own rivals.
who tear, and justly, too, that a fair field and
no favor would oust them from seats they have
questionable claim to fill and infinite difficult',
to hold.have caught the flimsy, tloating thing,
and see hut darkly through its tremulous shim
mer; and, with limbs tangled in its fair, strong,invisible mesheS, walk stumbling and uncer
tain. So long as you will lend yourself to th.
amusement of these meti.be witty, playfulpiquant, affectionate, and saucy; dance and
sparkle along their ascending pathway; circle
as brilliant a satellite so- you please, round
themselves, the central, acknowledged sun,
the) will shine down on you the most benig
nant and complacent Condescension. Bui
onet* undertake to set tip for yourself; get the
troublesome idea into y.»ur head, that that head
was given you for something more than a series
of fireworks; tell them seriously that you have
been thinking whether all play may not make
Gill a mere toy, just as it does Jack, and whether
there may not he sonn thing in the world f.u .<

you to do; whether the purling, singing, happyj brook, that now only freshens the viol, ts on it ;

banks, may not, by widening and dee{H>niugthe channel, he mad# subservient to noblei
and not less purer u c ; whether the same vi

\acity, ennipaelnc ->. ai d power, that enliven J
the social circle, and Iling a charm around a
few favored lives, mag not gleam on a broader
sphere with no diminished lustre, soften the
harsh outline of smut; unwelcome truth into
grace and loveliness, light up some sombre
picture v. i'1.. 1 1-o 0 .t- i»Lle?>
used.into l>auiaseedc gleaming-, suppleness,and sharpness, and reftoru it once more to the
arinory of God.and lo! our respected frieud.
ulm wililtun f.itltul un cunAt
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could express liis 1 ovo, complacence, interest
in your weal, admiration of your chnracter,
and pride in your reputation, cools suddenlydown to zero.leans leisurely hack in his comfortablestudy-chair, strokes caressingly his
black mustache, and with eyes turned contem
plntively ceiling-ward, and infinite and pityingforbearance of voice and manner: "\es,"
(rising inflection, indicative of mental and sub
jective interrogation.) " Ye-s," (falling inflec
tioa; interrogation not satisfactorily answered,)
" \ on may be able to effect something. There
are very respectable authors among women.'*
(Magnanimous rouurssion!) ''There is n«»
doubt that the thing is overdone. Still". |
and here, or a minute after, at furthest, he will
cut an intellectual pirouette, and with a most
frank, arch, and engaging smile, inform you jthat, after all, he woilu "rather see a ring on

your third finger than an ink-spot on your first."
St'inid!
\ on will often sue the outcropping of this

feeling in the criticism1! of women s hooks ; not
tliat just jjrd generous c riticism which discriminatesbetween the evil and the good, condemns
the one without ranoor, and applauds the other
without servility, but that half-flattering, halfconteinptuous,and wholly contemptible notice,
whose com passional c blame and condescending
praise are alike insult ing. Such was the revengeof our sleek, respectable, self-admiring, male
writers, when Aurora l.eigh.God blo>s her.
dashed ia upon their fancied security,and shiv
ered her most knightly vet right womanly lance
against their tiint-bonored commonplaces
What a shaking of the dry bones there must
have been, indeed. Under the hoofs of her highinettlrdsteed? butt as soon as their spirits returnedto them again, they fell n-babbling of
Socialism, and Fouritwism, and Chartism, and
"nil the others that end in " ism ; and there
was poetry in the luiuk, but there was a deal of
obscurity : and there was felicity of expression,
but there was occasional awkwardness; and
there were a gn at many things, but then' were
also a great many others: and, on the whole,
Aurora Leigh must be pronounced a failure.
Self blinded ! If Aurora Leigh be a woman's
failure, what would n woman's success be? 1

Sometimes this prejudice takes the form of
disinterested counsel, paternal and affectionate
advice; hut through the lion's skin, the long ears
reveal indubitably the true nature of the ani!nial. " Aspiring j4suts," says the domestic *»
brute before alluded to, " why is the tone of your
lucubrations alwavsisomournful? If jou must
write, write cheerfully, Don't let every song
be a dirge. We want, to be amused when we read,
(there is the ear again;) eousutne in private your
private griefs." Not a doubt of it. beyond
cavil, it would be vastly agreeable to our private
Neros.Heaven be praised that they are few.
i know that there are some.who harry the life
out of wife and child, who are tyrants without
fear of assassination, because their victims are

too good.or of pybfic opinion, because the
thing is done in a corner.or ot the law, because
it takes no cognizance of soul-murder.doubt
less it would be vu-tly agreeable to them, that
women should emSure uncomplainingly. Nu
voice louder than theirs in praise of her sweet

self-abnegation and'silent fortitude, or in depre
| cation of publicly-<jisi>layed sorrow, when, in
song or story, the minor key of sadness, the out
burst of long-pent op anguish, or the unmis
takable wail ot a broken heart, sends home to
their own breasts the prophet's stern charge,
" Thou art the man.'' Consume in private
vour private grtets I >o. lake thcra in a

handle, if you cho<*e, and bear them to the
highest mouutain-tdp; ring the church bolls,
hoist the Hags, beat the drums, and let the
whole world see the bonfire; and if the flame
scorches our sensitive friends, let them just stand
back. Why should thoy flutter about it, if they
don't want their wines singed ?
Do all or any of these things move you ? Do

you fear to launch your bark 011 so unquiet a
sea ? Do you shrink from the lion without, lesrt
you should be slain In the street? Then by all
iqeans remain within d<x>rs, and hold your peace.
Do not fancy that you would achieve immortai
ity, if you only had the chance.that you would
soar sun-ward, if yoir wiugs were not pinioned.
(jfonius is expansive, irresistible, and irresistibly
expansive. If it Is iit you, uo cords cau confine

' it. A good book will get itself written. Authori
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